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THE STORY OF THE LITTLE BROWN 


THING 


KATHERINE GUTHRIE 
An Easter Allegory 


WONDER what is the matter with me,” 
the Little Brown Thing; “I can’t sing my tune 
any more. I hear parts of so many new tunes, 
and I am tired of being rough and brown and 
ugly and of lying all alone in a box. Way 
down inside I feel so white and sweet, and the 
new tunes are so beautiful!” 

The Wise Grub, who was sitting on the 
edge of the box, wagged his green head as he listened. He 
was going to be a butterfly some day and he knew all about 
the growing pains one felt when a change was near. He 
also heard the new song of Life deep inside, and longed to 
sing it more truly. So he answered wisely, ““The trouble 
with you, Little Brown Thing, is you are tired of being on 
the outside of life. You are getting ready to die.” 

“Die! Dear me, what a strange tune that is; what 
does it mean?” 

“Dying is the stillest tune there is and the most beau- 


said 


tiful; it means 
forgetting the 
outside shell that 
has shut one up; 
it means going 
deep down and living from with- 


in. 

**How shall I begin, Wise 
Grub?” 

“Be still, little one, listen to 
the new tunes, feel white and 
sweet, and forget the rough 
brown outside.” 

Many days it lay very still 
and felt so sweet and white and 
happy, that it sang faintly the 
new song. 

One day when the sun 
shone and the air was warm it heard a big hearty tune. 
‘What is this new sound, Wise Grub?” 

“That i is the gardener; now you are going to be planted 
and grow.’ 

Mother Earth received the Little Brown Thing and 
sang to it the earth song, tender and warm and quiet. 

“I feel so still, so very still, and I feel so close to the 


warm earth, this must be the dying the Wise Grub told me 
about. I will sing the new song. I am one with the good 


warm earth. 
“Life fills me, 
Joy thrills me, 
I quicken and know 
There’s something within me 
That urges me to grow.’ ”’ 


As it sang it sent out little rootlets to love the earth on 
all sides and each one brought back the song of earth, 


“Grow, grow, little know, 

Sing of the sweetness and light within; 
I will sustain and nourish you, 

The air and the light will cherish you, 
Beauty and love will win.” 


“This new song thrills me with joy and life,”” said The 
Little Brown Thing. “I will push up to the light. My 
tunes are faster and more beautiful now; each new leaf 
brings me new music of earth and air and sun. I hold up my 
leaves for the dew and the warmth. I am not alone any 
more, all life flows through me; the earth gives me strength, 
the air gives me beauty and the sun gives me love. I am 
filled with joy from tiniest root, deep in the earth, to top- 
most point turned to the sky. I will weave all the tunes 
together in harmony, for in me earth and air and light unite 
in a perfect expression of life. Best of all, I love the sun. 
I will listen more to his message; I will go deeper inside 
where I feel so white and sweet; I will be so still, surely 
soon I can sing the song of the sun.” 

So it dreamed of white and gold and fragrance all 
day, and sang with such joy that even the birds listening, 
sang their own song more gaily. 

Old Mother Earth said, “‘Little one, thou feelest the 
perfect unity of love.” 

Then the buds were formed and grew and opened. 
They were green; that was the earth music, and they sang 
it first; then they turned white; that was the air music, and 
they sang it with gladness; deep within the whiteness hid 
the gold; that was the music of the sun, and the lilies sang 
it with awe, for it was the song of creative unity and love 
from all, for all. 

“‘Now I am one with the sun, the miracle of creative 
love is mine; from the gold at my heart I will form a gift. 
I will give back to earth and to air and to light, the beauty 
and the life they shared with me. These bulbs in turn shall 
sing to all who listen, the message of the Easter lily: 

“*Darkness and separation are but struggles to find the 
light. From the death of self comes the life and light of 


love and unity.” 
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2 WISDOM 


CLUB 


Roya, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest cor- 
ners of the world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no 
evil, and speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request ad- 
dressed to the Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy 
Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the 
month before the date of issue. 

UR Easter meeting is blessed with lots of 
Boosters. We have Boosters from all over 
the country, even to far off Alaska. You 
know in a Club like ours there is no such a 
thing as space. Wherever the postman goes, 
we can have Booster meetings, and it is just 
like all being together; this talking with each 
other once a month in the Booster department. 

Do you notice anything different about our pages this 
month? Instead of the common “‘cotton dress’ which 
Wispom has been wearing, we have decked her out in nice 
silky Easter clothes. By the way, while we are talking 
about the personal appearance of WisDoM, shall we have 
the Pillow Verses on the back like we used to a long time 
ago? If you folks would like to have a little prayer for 
each day in the week, just say so and we shall have the 
Pillow Verses again. 


The I. H. S. Club has a good report for us. Ernest 
is their faithful secretary. 
West Branch, Mich. 


Dear Boosters—We've just had a good Club meeting 
today and it’s storming awful. We had the jolliest meeting 
that we ever had Valentine week. We invited the mothers, 
and after the Club work and Mrs. Hardy’s lessons, number 
four, we had a regular program of reading, speaking and 
songs on the phonograph. After that we had a funny game 
with hearts and a lady doll pinned on a shawl. Martha 
Turner won the first prize and Virginia got the booby. 
Mamie Towner got lost and tried to pin the heart on me 
instead of the lady. After that we had a good lunch. 
Mother washed Thomas W. Tucker and fluffed up his fur 
for he always takes the center of the room when company 
comes. It was a good thing she did too, he did so many 
funny things. When the phonograph sang, he bugged out 
his eyes and stretched himself way out and then sat up on 
his hind feet like a squirrel while the phonograph was sing- 
ing two or three verses of a song. He thought the music 
came from the floor part of the time, and backed away after 
coughing and sniffing at the floor. We had to laugh so 
much we did not hear much of the songs, but all had a 
splendid time anyway. Mother sends an Easter offering 
for Wispom with her love to Unity workers. 

I. H. S. CLus, Ernest P. Baltzell, Sec. 


The Good Deeds Club is represented this month by 
Gladys Ash. 
San Jose, Cal. 


Dear WispoM—We have not been holding our reg- 
ular meetings since Christmas because they have been re- 
constructing a part of the Home of Truth building and 
adding more rooms. There have been quite a number of 
regular attendants at Sunday School this year. There are 
about one hundred pupils. There are seventeen girls in my 
class. Recently we had an examination on the instances of 
healing mentioned in the book of Matthew, and most all of 


the girls passed in it. We are now taking up the life of Paul 
and find it very interesting. The weather is pleasant and 
warm. We can still see a little snow on the mountains in 
the distance, but snow never falls here. We have quite a 
few flowers in bloom. Some of our flowers bloom all 
winter. The poppies are in bloom and are very beautiful. 
The Chamber of Commerce furnished the school children 
with poppy-seeds which they planted in vacant lots and 
fields. That was quite a while ago and now most all of 
them are in full bloom. Every spring they hold a Poppie 


| Festival here and everybody picks poppies at certain fields 


laid out. They have games and other amusements and 
everyone enjoys it. I suppose you have heard of the 
Panama Exposition, held at San Francisco. The buildings 
and grounds are very beautiful. It is now open to visitors 
and we expect many people from the East to visit it. With 
love, THE Goop Deeps CLus, Gladys Ash, Sec. 


We love to hear about the beautiful country in Cali- 
fornia and about the Exposition. 
The Lend-a-Hand Club tells of the high standards set 
by the Club. Maxwell is secretary. 
Columbus, Ohio. 


Greetings to all the Boosters from the Lend-a-Hand 
Club—We are trying to have our meetings again, though 
most of our members are busy with other things. We enjoy 
reading WISDOM and try to practice what she tells us. We 
had a meeting Saturday with mother for president. I am 
trying to be secretary and we had a real good time. We 
would like to join the Good Words Club, and if you will 
send us ten blanks I will see that they are all signed. 
Mother told us all about it and we are going to try and use 
only the good, pure words which Jesus taught, and help 
others to do the same. 

LeEND-A-HAND CLuB, Maxwell Tarbox, Sec. 


The Happy Thought Boosters tell of their work. 


Grand Rapids, Wis. 
Dear Boosters—Our Happy Thought Boosters are 
meeting regularly every two weeks with a good attendance 
—about twenty. The children are greatly interested in 
““The Secret Garden,” and never want me to stop reading. 
It seemed too long a story to begin, but it is working out all 
right. I ask at every meeting for two volunteers, one to 
speak or read and one to sing or play, and that is proving a 
most satisfactory plan. There are always two who are 
anxious to entertain. I make the se- 
lections. At next meeting we are to 
hear ““Fhe Making of Birds” by 
Katherine Tynan. Two of her poems 
came out in the Literary Digest of 
February 20th, and they pleased me 

greatly. 
Happy THOUGHT Boosters, 
Cornelia Paulus, Sec. 


This is a picture of Irene Parker. 
She has not sent a letter this month, 
but had one in a couple of months 
ago and the picture did not get printed 
with it. Irene is a sturdy Booster 
with a great big heart just full of love 
for all the Wisdoms. 


Billy Bumpus, with all his doggish enthusiasm, tells 
us of the life in the hills of West Virginia. 


Charleston, W. Va. 

_ Dear Wisdoms—I wish all the Boosters could see the 
Spring here in the hills. The-flowers in my yard are trying 
to outrival each other in beauty and number of colors. The 
March winds have blown the treetops about and wakened 
up the tiny buds. When one wakes up in the morning, if 
it is not too late, the birds greet him with their lively songs. 
Not long ago I heard a robin singing a love song. I know 


Irene Parker, 
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WISDOM 3 


it was a love song because he spread his wings and tail and 
looked so proud and pretty. We wish very much that 
Wispom could still hold her name but go back into the 
little pamphlet form like she was when she was Wee Wis- 
dom. We are very thankful that Wispom came so early 
in the month last time. We send our very best Easter wishes 
to all the Boosters, officers, and Sir Tammie and his de- 
scendants. Respectfully, Mary Belle Johnston. 
Billie Bumpus II. 


Here you will find the picture of both Sir Tammie and 
Rosemary. In February we got the pictures confused and 
nearly broke Rosemary’s little 
heart by printing her name un- 
der Sir Tammie’s picture. She 
wrote us a letter in the March 


Rosemary de Witt Sir Tammie of Orange 


issue of WisDoM, telling us of this awful mistake, so here is 
the picture of Sir Tammie and just by it is the picture of 
Rosemary. You will all know them apart now, I am sure. 


Aunt Mary wants any Wisdoms who may be going to 
the Fair to drop by and visit her cattery. Here is the ad- 
dress. 

“THE RoseEMARY CATTERY,” Montrose, California. 
From Los Angeles take the Glendale car. In Glendale take 
the Montrose car at Broadway station and get off at Del 
Mar Road in Montrose. P. O. address, R. F. D. No. 
13, Box 28, Los Angeles, Cal. 


From St. Louis comes a report from the Truth Seekers. 
Irene is the faithful secretary. 
St. Louis, Mo. 


Dear Boosters—We told you in our last report that 
we would tell you how we formed our Booster Library. 
Some time ago we gave an entertainment for the benefit of 
the Club, the proceeds of which we were to use to buy Club 
Pins. 


books for a library that we would derive more good as well 
as pleasure from it, so we decided to get the books. We 
told our friends that we were going to start a library. They 
thought it was a very good plan and some of them were so 
good as to donate books. So you see we have a very nice 
library. The librarian distributes and takes in books every 
two weeks. I think I told you in the last report that we 
were to get pins, so you see we have been very prosperous. 
With Love to all the Wisdoms we remain, 
THE TRUTH SEEKERS, Irene Bonacker, Sec. 


The Home of Truth Sunday School of San Francisco 
sends a very nice letter to let us know of their work. I hope 
that any Wisdoms who may live in San Francisco will get 
in touch with this group of young folks. 


San Francisco, Cal. 

Dear Boosters—It has been quite a while since we 
have written to you, so we thought that you might like to 
hear from us again. We are going to have a Children’s 
Day during the Exposition, and Mrs. Hardy is going to 
lecture every afternoon during the week, especially for chil- 
dren, down at the Metaphysical Headquarters, 220 Post 
Street. We have a booth in the Liberal Arts Building, at 
the Exposition grounds, with the Home of Truth pamphlets 
and books in it. On the opening day of the exposition this 
booth was decorated in golden poppies. Our colors are 


Before the entertainment was given one of the larger | 
Boosters said she thought that if we used the money to buy | 


white and gold, white meaning purity, and gold meaning 
Truth. We also have a rest room, in connection with the 
booth, where people can come in and rest and also read our 
literature. The little fairy play that we had Christmas, will 
be given again on New Thought Day, and we hope that 
many of the Boosters will be able to be here and see it. Our 
Sunday School is not as large in number as some others per- 
haps, but it makes up for its smallness by the sunshine work 
and healing that it does. Every Sunday the children report 
on what sunshine work they have been doing during the 
week, and also many of the children commit to memory 
beautiful verses and poems and recite them in Sunday 


School. Yours in Truth and Love, Juanita Gates. 


Minnie writes a nice letter, telling about how she would 

like WisDoM to be. 
Pine Ridge, Cal. 

Dear Wisdoms—I received WisDoM Thursday and 
thought I would write. I, too, like Miss Kellerhouse, long 
for the little Wee Wisdom back. She used to be so sweet 
and chubby and little, and you don’t know how I loved the 
old cover. But WisDom is so slender, pure and beautiful 
that no one can help loving her. Have any of the Boosters 
read “Pollyanna,” by Miss Eleanor Porter? Pollyanna 
is a little girl of eleven and she is always looking for the good 
or glad in things. She calls it her “glad game.”” That's 
one of Wisdom’s ways, isn’t it—only thinking the good and 
chasing away the bad thoughts? I think “Pollyanna” is a 
lovely book and hope some of the Boosters have read it. 
Her father is a minister and it says that God wrote eight 
hundred texts in the Bible saying to be glad and rejoice. Is 
that true? School began Monday and we had a new 
teacher and lots of fun. It was awfully stormy and windy 
last week and I was very much frightened, but when I re- 
membered that God was taking care of me, it made me feel 
so safe and nice. Love to all the Wisdoms or Boosters and 
success and joy to WIsDOM. Your loving Wisdom. 

Minnie Van Huizen. 


Wee Curtis 
Haseltine is with 
us for an Easter 


visit. You will 
notice that he 
has a_ chicken 


and a basket of 
eggs in his hands. 
He also has a 
coaster wagon 
and makes flying 
trips down the 
hill in front of 
his house. We 
planned to have 
a real sure 
enough big pic- 
ture of Curtis, 
but did not get 
at it in time, so 
for the present 
these snapshots 
will have to do. 
He was in my 
office the other 

Wee Curtis Haseltine day and sat up 
to my typewriter just like he was ready to write you a letter, 
but what he wrote looked more like Chinese than real writ- 
ing, so I cannot send it to you. 


Away off in Petersburg, Alaska, a group of Wisdoms 
have meetings every Sunday. Here is a letter from Le Roy 
Brennan, telling about it. 

Petersburg, Alaska. 

Dear WispoM—lI get my magazine every month. 


‘ 
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am learning how to be a Truth boy. I go to school every 
day. I know God's intelligence is working in me. We 
have a nice Sunday School. Mamma teaches us. She 
makes lesson papers for us. She writes stories and draws 
pictures in them. I am sending you one. My brother Floyd, 
six years old, never cries when he falls down. He says God 
won't let him be hurt. Papa, Floyd and I took a long 
walk down the beach last Sunday. It was a nice sunshiny 
day. We threw stones in the waier and built sand houses. 
It was great fun. The snow is gone and we have had rain. 
I love Wispom the way it is, but wish it could be like Wee 
Wisdom again. With love. Le Roy Brennan. 


TRUTH 


CxLass THOUGHT: “He that dwelleth in the secret 
place of the Most High shall abide in the shadow of the 


Almighty.” 


Protection 


““God hath not given us the spirit of fear, but of love 
and of power and a sound mind.” Do not fear anything. 
No harm can come nigh you if you know that God is always, 
everywhere present, and that he is All-Loving and All- 
Powerful. Remember, Divine Love protects you from every 
appearance of error. Memorize this little verse: “‘/ will 
fear no evil, for thou art with me.” 

Realize, when you say these words that He is with you 
and for you, and if God be for you, who can be against 
you? ‘Trust God to take care of you and he will give his 
angels charge over you to keep you in all your ways. 


Margaret writes a good letter from Colorado. 
Victor, Colo. 
Dear Wispom—lIt certainly has been a long while 
since I have written or heard from you, but I know that you 
have been very busy. I would love to see the new building. 
I know it must be a wonderful thing. I enjoyed the Febru- 
ary report very much. I love to hear the letters from Billy 
Bumpus and Sir Tammie, and I love to hear the letters from 
every Booster. I wish a great many of the Boosters would 
write to me. I will be eleven years old in March and am in 
the fifth grade. We have organized a Booster Club here, 
but have not had a meeting for some time. With love to 
every Booster and Wisdom. Margaret Dwyer. 


WHAT THE ROBIN TOLD SHIRLEY 
Laura C. HoLLowAay LANGFORD 


“Robin! Robin! what are you doing 
In that treetop up so high?” 
“Singing to the merry children 
As they to school go by.” 


“Robin! Robin! how can you carol 
When you must be cold up there?” 
“I am clad in warmest garment, 
And my food is everywhere.” 


“Robin! Robin who taught you music— 
Made your voice so ringing clear?” 

“‘Clear’s my voice because I’m happy, 
And, you know, I have no fear.” 


“Robin! Robin! who guides your travels 
As you fly the air above?” 

“What a question, school-girl, Shirley, 
When you know that God is Love.” 


“‘He’s our Teacher and Preserver, 
Tell your playmates as you go; 

If they ask you where you heard it, 
Say a Robin told you so.” 


“With his mouth the godless man destroyeth his neigh- 


tor; but through knowledge shall the righteous be delivered.” 


SUNDAY SCHOOL LESSONS 


BLANCHE SAGE HASELTINE 


Lesson 2, APRIL 
DAVID ANOINTED KING—I Sam. 16:4-13. 


4. And Samuel did that which Jehovah spake, and came to 
Beth-lehem. And the elders of the city came to meet him trembling, 
and said, Comest thou peaceably ? 

5. And he said, Peaceably; 1 am come to sacrifice unto Jehovah: 
sanctify yourselves, and come with me to the sacrifice. And he 
sanctified Jesse and his sons, and called them to the sacrifice. 

6. And it came to pass, when they were come, that he looked 
on Eliab, and said, Surely Jehovah's anointed is before him. 

But Jehovah said unto Samuel, Look not on his countenance, 
or on the height of his stature; because I have rejected him: for 
Jehovah seeth not as man seeth; for man looketh on the outward ap- 
pearance, but Jehovah looketh on the heart. 

8. Then Jesse called Abinadab, and made him pass before 
Samuel. And he said, Neither hath Jehovah chosen this. 

9. Then Jesse made Shammah to pass by. And he said, Neither 
hath Jehovah chosen this. 

10. And Jesse made seven of his sons to pass before Samuel. 
And Samuel said unto Jesse, Jehovah hath not chosen these. 

And Samuel said unto Jesse, Are here all thy children? 
And he said, There remaineth yet the youngest, and behold, he is 
keeping the sheep. And Samuel said unto Jesse, Send and fetch him; 
for we will not sit down till he come hither. 

12. And he sent, and brought him in. Now he was ruddy, and 
withal of a beautiful countenance, and goodly to look upon. And 
Jehovah said, Arise, anoint him; for this is he. 

13. Then Samuel took the horn of oil, and anointed him in the 
midst of his brethren: and the Spirit of Jehovah came mightily upon 
eed from that day forward. So Samuel rose up, and went to 


GoLDEN TExtT—Man looketh on the outward ap- 
pearance, but Jehovah looketh on the heart.—I Sam. 16:7. 

After Saul was rejected Samuel was called upon to 
anoint another king. When the sons of Jesse passed before 
Samuel, he looked upon Eliab, who was a splendid specimen 
of man, and thought surely the Lord would choose him. 
But not until David was brought forward did the Lord say, 
“Arise, anoint him: for this is he.”’ 

It was not the outward appearance (though he was 
comely), but the heart of David upon which Jehovah 
looked. 

It is the heart or immortal part of us all that is im- 
portant. The only way the outer man may gain importance 
is by revealing the inner. For it is the inner part which is 
the real, you know. To know what one really was would 
be more essential than to know what he looked like. Ex- 
ternal beauty has no set standard. Where one would see it 
another would fail to see it. But the worth and beauty of a 
heart full of love is conceded by all whom it touches. Con- 
sciously or unconsciously they respond to its influence. The 
things of Spirit endureth forever. A beautiful body, with 


a heart full of false ideas, is like a beautiful temple, all 


: dark and unlighted. One longs to touch the spring which 


will bring the soft radiance of love and understanding. 

Then there are those whose features without the light 
might be plain, but the mellow fullness of the love-light 
makes them beautiful. So we see that it is the light after all 
which is beautiful. The Christ light is within each of us, 
and all we need to bring it forth is to recognize it. Just 
know that it is there. Live by it. Let it shine. David was 
good to look upon. He could not have been otherwise be- 
cause he recognized the great, loving Christ Spirit within 
him. It is worth while to cultivate the beauty which does 
not fade, which is not of the outer world but of the inner. 
The beauty of a heart full of love and wisdom, and an 
understanding spirit. 

Lesson 3, 18 
THE SHEPHERD PSALM—Psalm 23. 


1. Jehovah is my shepherd; I shall not want. 
2. He maketh me to lie down in green pastures; he leadeth me 
beside still waters. 
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WISDOM 5 


3. He restoreth my soul: He guideth me in the paths of right- 
eousness for his name's sake. 


4. Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, 
I will fear no evil; for thou art with me; thy rod and thy staff, they 
comfort me. 


5. Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine 
enemies: thou hast anointed my head with oil; my cup runneth over. 
6. Surely goodness and lovingkindness shall follow me all the days 
of my life; and I shall dwell in the house of Jehovah for ever. 
GoLDEN TExtT—Jehovah is my shepherd.—Psalms 
23:4. 


If we would all learn the twenty-third Psalm it would 
help us wonderfully to banish fear thoughts. If we learn 
—not just words—but to feel the spirit of it, a great peace 
will envelop us. In the days when this psalm was written, 
there were many shepherds. It was natural that the singer 
should choose a figure so common in the lives of the people 
about him. 

“The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want.” It is 
the picture of a kindly shepherd thoughtful for the comfort 
of his flock, leading them into the best pastures, where there 
was still water and a resting place. Then when he led them 
over the rocky mountains, from one pasture to another, how 
carefully he watched for possible enemies. How he kept 
a sharp lookout for the deep crevices, that none of his flock 
might fall. 

The sheep have nothing to fear. 


When darkness falls and they cannot see ahead, his voice 
guides them. 

How many times since this song was written has its 
whispered words stilled heart throbs and brought courage ? 
It was true in the time of David and it is true now. Always 
there is the Shepherd ready to guide and protect. We are 
the sheep and all we need do is trust and follow. This 
loving Shepherd is the Christ within. It will lead us out of 
all fear into the City of Peace within us. 

“‘Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the 
days of my life, and I shall dwell in the house of the Lord 


forever.” 


Lesson 4, APRIL 25 
DAVID AND GOLIATH—I Sam. 17:38-51. 
38. And Saul clad David with his apparel, and he put a helmet 


of brass upon his head, and he clad him with a coat of mail. 

And David girded his sword upon his apparel, and he 
assayed to go; for he had not proved it. And David said unto Saul, | 
cannot go with these; for I have not proved them. And David put 
them off him. 

40. And he took his staff in his hand, and chose him five smooth 
stones out of the brook, and put them in the shepherd's bag which he 
had, even in his wallet; and his sling was in his hand: and he drew 
near to the Philistine. 

41. And the Philistine came on and drew near unto David; and 
the man that bare the shield went before him. 

- 42. And when the Philistine looked about, and saw David, he 
disdained him; for he was but a youth, and ruddy, and withal of a 
fair countenance. 

43. And the Philistine said unto David, Am I a dog, that thou 
comest to me with staves? And the Philistine cursed David by his 


s. 

44. And the Philistine said to David, Come to me, and I will 
= thy flesh unto the birds of the heavens, and to the beasts of the 
eld. 

45. Then said David to the Philistine, Thou comest to me with 
a sword, and with a spear, and with a javelin; but I come to thee in 
the name of Jehovah of hosts, the God of the armies of Israel, whom 
thou hast defied. 

46. This day will Jehovah deliver thee into my hand; and | will 
smite thee, and take thy head from off thee; and I will give the dead 
bodies of the host of the Philistines this day unto the birds of the 
heavens, and to the wild beasts of the earth; that all the earth may 
know that there is a God in Israel, 

47. And that all this assembly may know that Jehovah saveth not 
with sword and spear: for the battle is Jehovah's, and he will give you 
into our hand. 

48. And it came to pass, when the Philistine arose, and came 
and drew nigh to meet David, that David hastened, and ran toward 
the army to meet the Philistine. 

49. And David put his hand in his bag, and took thence a stone, 
and slang it, and smote the Philistine in his forehead; and the stone 


sank into his forehead, and he fell upon his face to the earth. 

. So David prevailed over the Philistine with a sling and with 
a stone, and smote the Philistine, and slew him; but there was no sword 
in the hand of David. 

51. Then David ran, and stood over the Philistine, and took his 
sword, and drew it out of the sheath thereof, and slew him, and cut 
off his head therewith, And when the Philistines saw that their 
champion was dead, they fled. 

GoLpEN TEXT—/f God is for us, who is against us? 
—Rom. 8:31. 

This is a story of great faith and great victory. There 
may be in your mind a belief in the power of outer, material 
things. In other words, you may be giving power in your 
mind to the unreal or so-called evil things. 

That is the great Goliath. Until he is slain and erased 
entirely from your consciousness, there will be neither con- 
tent nor happiness. Now David in this instance may rep- 
resent the great Christ Spirit in all of us. This is the real 
of you. It is all-powerful. The power of Goliath is only 
a shadow. The stones which David carried are love 
thoughts. They dissolve the seeming strength of the giant 


| into nothingness. 


They follow with | 


perfect faith. Their shepherd is all knowing, all loving. inside ourselves and call forth this David—this state of mind 


To live as we should, to realize fully our birthright of 
joy, we must rid our minds entirely of fear. Whatever our 
pet fear may be that is our Goliath. It-must be slain before 
we can be free. 


Sitting quietly with eyes closed, we can go away down 


which knows that there is but one power and one presence. 
Then with the stones, which are thoughts of love, the giant 
of fear will be overcome. When we feel a great giant of 
fear rising up in us and threatening to envelop us, we will 
firmly call upon David to annihilate it. A very good stone 
for David to use is this: 

“T will fear no evil, for thou art with me.” ‘““Thou” 
is the great, loving Spirit which is in us all and through us 
all and above us all, and sometimes it is called God. 


Lesson 5, May 2 
SAUL TRIES TO KILL DAVID—I Sam. 19:1-12. 


1. And Saul spake to Jonathan his son, and to all his servants, 
that they should slay David. But Jonathan, Saul’s son, delighted much 
in David. 

2. And Jonathan told David, saying, Saul my father seeketh to 
slay thee: now therefore, I pray thee, take heed to thyself in the 
morning, and abide in a secret place, and hide thyself: 

3. And I will go out and stand beside my father in the field 
where thou art, and | will commune with my father of thee; and if I 
see aught, I will tell thee. 

4. And Jonathan spake good of David unto Saul his father, and 
said unto him, Let not the king sin against his servant, against David; 
because he hath not sinned against thee, and because his works have 
been to thee-ward very good: 

5. For he put his life in his hand, and smote the Philistine, and 
Jehovah wrought a great victory for all Israel: thou sawest it, and 
didst rejoice; wherefore then wilt thou sin against innocent blood, to 
slay David without a cause? 

6. And Saul hearkened unto the voice of Jonathan: and Saul 
sware, As Jehovah liveth, he shall not be put to death. 

7. And Jonathan called David, and Jonathan showed him all 
those things. And Jonathan brought David to Saul, and he was in his 
presence, as beforetime. 

8. And there was war again: and David went out, and fought 
with the Philistines, and slew them with a great slaughter; and they 
fled before him. 

9. And an evil spirit from Jehovah was upon Saul, as he sat in 
- oa with his spear in his hand; and David was playing with his 

and. 
10. And Saul sought to smite David even to the wall with the 
spear; but he slipped away out of Saul’s presence, and he smote the 
spear into the wall: and David fled, and escaped that night. 

11. And Saul sent messengers unto David's house, to watch him, 
and to slay him in the morning: and Michal, David's wife, told him, 
saying, If thou save not thy life tonight, to-morrow thou wilt be slain. 

12. So Michal let David down through the window: and he went, 
and fled, and escaped. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Whoso putteth his trust in Jehovah 
shall be safe.—Prov. 29:25. 

Saul’s jealousy of David has a parallel in our own 
minds. The old ideas which have held power do not like to 


| 
| 
| 
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give up their sway. If we have been giving power to an un- | Snow-white, and I have come to live with Jimsie.” And 


real idea by believing in it, we sometimes find it hard to up- 
root. Saul tried to kill David. It sometimes seems that the 
false ideas are so strong they will overcome the true love 
thoughts. This is only seeming, for the Truth cannot be 
overcome. Love never faileth. We must firmly declare 
that our minds are filled with thoughts of good. When the 
old thoughts try to force themselves in we must drive them 
out. Faithfully we must repeat true statements until order 
is established and all false ideas have disappeared. To 
erase false ideas and establish true ones, there is nothing bet- 
ter than our Statement of Truth: 

““God is my Father and I am his child. 

“I am his image and likeness. 

“T shall have no evil thought, because I am like my 
Father, who is all Good. 

“T shall have no unkind thought, because I am like my 
Father, who is Love. 

“I shall have no thought of sin, sickness or death, be- 
cause I am like my Father, who is Life. 

“IT am well, strong, happy and wise, because my 
Father is all life, all strength, all love and all wisdom. 

“IT have the mind that was in Christ Jesus, because 
Christ Jesus was my Father’s obedient Son, and I am my 
Father’s obedient son.” 


JIMSIE’S EASTER LETTER 


Marion H. IRons 


2. AY, Charlie, what do you suppose makes that 
zo8 } Kelly boy act so queer? Just watch him 
dodging around and looking back over his 
shoulders. See, he is fastening a piece of 
white paper to that old chicken-coop by the 
woodshed—there he goes creeping back to 
the house again!” 

*“Humph! It’s more than I can tell, Leta,” 
replied her brother, joining her to look through the crack in 
the old board fence. ‘“‘We’'ll watch and see if he comes 
out again. Gee! the wind has torn that paper off and is 
blowing it straight this way.”” _ 

“Oh, it’s blown right against our fence! Charlie, 
reach out and get it, quick!”” and Leta jumped up and down 
in her excitement. 

Charlie laughed and grabbed at the fluttering piece of 
paper, but his merry face grew very sober as he read the 
sprawling writing, and he said, “I wish mother was here to 
tell us some way to help them,” and he handed the paper to 
Leta. She held it up and read aloud: 

“‘Dere mistar Eatar rabit or mebbe yew air a hen. i 
thinks so sumtims wen i see the egz. my ma iz sum sik and 
sum tird and i ax yew ter leve egz fer hur ter et not culurd 
wons. hur luvs ter et egz wen hur kant et enyting. yew 
giv hur the hull uv my eater and kant yew leve jist won flour 
fer pa he luvs um, and leve a job fer him and mak him wate 
fer it. ma iz tird uv movin. 

yewrs trewley, JIMSIE KELLY.” 

Leta’s eyes were full of tears as she finished reading 
the pathetic letter, and she exclaimed, “Charlie Gordon, 
you and [| have just got to help them some way whether 
mother is home or not, and I am going over there and give 
my dear, little, white pullet to Jimsie, and we can go with- 
out our Easter eggs and let his mother have them to eat,” 
and away flew Leta, followed by Charlie who did not relish 
the idea of giving up their own Easter eggs for a mere 
stranger to them all. 

“If Jimsie’s father is out of work, perhaps Snow-white 
will starve over there,” he suggested, hoping to persuade 
Leta to change her mind. 

“IT thought of that too, Charlie, and filled this sack 
with her mixed feed,”’ replied his sister, holding up a three- 
pound sack, filled to the brim. ‘“You can make such nice 
printed letters I want you to print on this cara, “My name is 


| below that print this postscript, ‘I have brought my baggage 


with me.—S. W.’”” And Leta laughed at the thought, in 
spite of the fact that her heart was beginning to ache at this 
parting with her pet. 

“We will fix the eggs in our hay nest, and you can 
fasten a card to that too, and print on it, ‘For Ma Kelly.’ ” 

“Oh, Leta, you surely wouldn’t do that—why, you 
don’t know her at all,’’ and her brother looked horrified at 
the idea. 

“Yes I would do it too. She is one of God’s children 
and I am another, and we don’t have to be introduced be- 
fore I can help her,’’ declared Leta stoutly. “‘Besides that 
was the name Jimsie wrote, and I am acting for the Easter 
rabbit or hen now, and not Leta Gordon at all—see>”’ 

““You are acting more like a silly goose than anything 
else,” said her brother shortly. “I suppose you have 
planned out a job for Pa Kelly too: are you going to have 
me print a tag for that too and leave it in the chicken-coop 
with Snow-white and the eggs?’ and he looked at her, half 
angrily. 

Leta hesitated, then said, “‘I hoped you would want 
to help about that part and—and give him your Easter lily, 
because you haven’t any job for him, and Jimsie said he 
loved flowers.” 

“Tf that isn’t just like you, Leta Gordon, to give away 
all you have to strangers, and then ask me to give up the 
very thing I like the best of all,’’ exclaimed Charlie, much 
vexed with his sister. 

“Inasmuch as ye have done it unto the least of 
these—’’ began Leta, but Charlie fled from the room, slam- 
ming the door behind him, and Leta quietly sat down, know- 
ing that he would soon return. It was not long before he 
came in, looking rather sheepish, as he held out a card on 
which he had printed, “The lily’s message to Pa Kelly,” 
and beneath it was printed: 


“‘God’s plans, like lilies, pure and white unfold, 
e must not tear the close shut leaves apart, 
Time will reveal its heart of gold.” 


“That is splendid, Charlie, tho’ I am not sure you 
have got it just right, but I can’t tell you how it does go—”’ 

“Nor I either, so I fixed it up the best I could remem- 
ber and it will have to do,” and Charlie fastened the card 
on the lily, feasting his eyes on its beauty, so soon to grace 
another home. 

The two children made short work of putting Snow- 
white and her “baggage” inside the chicken-coop in the 
Kelly yard, placing the nest of eggs and the lily beside it, 
just before they crept back across the alley and hid behind 
their fence again. 

“It won’t be safe to leave the things there long. How 
will we get Jimsie out>’’ asked Leta, anxiously. 

Charlie rushed into the house and soon returned with 
a piece of string and a card, on which he had printed: 

** Jimsie—Y our letter received, and the answer left at 
Chicken-coop postofice. EASTER RABBIT AND HEN.” 

“How will that do?” he inquired, and Leta’s shining 
eyes answered him. “‘I am going to tie this around a flat 
stone and throw it at Kelly’s back door. That will do the 
business, you couldn’t keep Jimsie away from that chicken- 
coop once he reads this,” laughed Charlie. 

**You do think of the nicest ways to do things, Charlie 
Gordon,” exclaimed Leta, giving his arm a loving squeeze. 

“But you always think of the nicest things to do first, 
and that is what counts the most, Leta. Look! here it goes 
now, smack against their kitchen door. I'll bet they can 
hear that rap.” 

An angry man appeared in the doorway, but it was a 
small boy that darted out from behind him and picked up 


_ the precious message, which he held out to his father to read 


for himself. 
““‘What nonsense is this, Jimsie?’’ inquired his father, 
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crossly, after reading the message aloud to his wife, who 
stood beside him. But Jimsie, with a whoop of delight, 
hurled himself through the air until he reached the chicken- 
coop, and just escaped knocking the lily over, in his eager- 
ness to see what the answer to his letter might mean. 

His shrieks of delight caused his mother to follow him 
as soon as she could, and the father was not far behind her 
—in fact, he reached the chicken-coop first, as he sprang 
forward to rescue the lily, and how his eyes glowed as he 
looked at its beauty and eagerly sniffed its fragrance. 

“It’s fer yew, pa; it seys so on the ticket and ther’s a 
verse on it. Them eggs is fer ma,”’ and Jimsie thrust the 
nest at his mother’s trembling hands. ‘‘O-h-h-h, wouldn't 
that jar yew, ma! There’s the Eatar hen herself—no, it 
must be one of her chickens, it’s so small, and her has—oh, 
ma! her has giv it ter me—ter me, and her has brung 
her grub with her. I ’spose her couldn’t eat our kind,”’ and 
Jimsie hugged Snow-white to his breast and stroked her head 
gently. 

“*He loves her already,”’ said Leta, much relieved at 
the reception her pet had received. 

“*S-h, the mother has asked him who sent the things, 
and he told her ‘the eatar rabet or hen, for he writ them a 
letter this morning!’ ’’ chuckled Charlie. 

“*She knows all about things just like mother, you can 
see that, for she told Jimsie when he grew older he would 


understand that it was the Christ spirit of love and kindness | 


in people’s hearts that made it possible for such letters to be 
answered,” whispered Leta, softly, as they watched the 
Kellys return to their shabby house, with beaming faces. 

“There goes Mr. Hill, the green house man; run 
Charlie, quick, and ask him if he has got a man yet. He 
was looking for one last week and told mother the one he 
had was too careless and rough to be around plants.”’ 


Thus urged, Charlie hurried out, and Leta watched | 


him eagerly as he talked with Mr. Hill. ‘“‘Hurrah for you, 
Leta, you've got that job for Pa Kelly all right, and Mr. 
Hill is going right over there now to leave it for him, for he 
needs a man this very day. I asked him not to say any- 
thing about us asking him about the job, because we didn’t 
want Kellys to even guess that we had sent them the Easter 
things,” and Charlie patted Leta on the back. 

**Are you sorry about your lily now, Charlie>’’ she 
asked softly. 

‘Not much! I’m so glad that I don’t care if we haven't 
any Easter ourselves. Mother will be pleased too, and I 
think this is the best Easter offering we ever made in our 
lives.” 

“T guess we really know now that ‘It is more blessed 
to give than to receive —or have,” said Leta slowly. 

bet!’’ replied her brother, emphatically. 


LESSONS OF FAITH 
Lucretia M. LAWRENCE 
A little flower by the wayside grew, 
With center of white and petals of blue; 
“That she was cared for’’ it seemed she knew, 
As she gaily reflected the heaven’s bright hue. 


The little brown bird in the maple tree, 

Sat merrily singing his hearty ““Chee! chee!” 
Everyone who heard him could plainly see 
That he was as happy as a birdie could be. 


The busy bee on morning wing, 
Went forth, his honey gathering; 
"Twas plain he feared not anything, 
So bravely did he work and sing. 


Oh, that we like the bird, the bee, the flower, 
Could be content through sunshine and shower, 
To trust our Maker every hour 

To keep us by his love and power. 


HANNAH 
ELIZABETH E. PETTINGER 


HE HAD her possessions ready the night be- 
fore. They consisted of a note book, a postal 
card and a doll’s wig, all beloved treasures 
held sacred by some childish association. She 
had in a sack an accumulation of dry bread, 
saved from many occasions, and some dried 
apples she had found by accident in a box in 
the seed-house. Then she started out the front 

way, true to her policy of doing the unexpected. 

The girl stationed at the front door saw her, of course, 
but such boldness merited no suspicion, and as the children 
were often sent for the mail down by the road, nothing was 
—_ No one else was watching and the ‘“‘coast was 
clear. 

She reached the big drive-gate in safety, passed 
through and was out in the road, the broad road leading 
both ways, out into the world where she longed to be. She 
was so little, so alone, a little frightened at her audacity, so 
ignorant of where the road might go; she had determined 
not to go the only way she was sure of—that is, the rail- 
way station. She ran at first and then walked, and whenever 
an automobile or carriage was heard she left the road and 
hid in the bushes or long grass. She was getting a little tired 
and hungry, but would not stop to rest—at least not just 
yet. For more than two hours she walked and ran by turns 
when, to her surprise, a turn in the road brought her in full 
sight of a small town, a village she had never suspected of 
existing. She had known the world was round, and that 
by walking and walking she had hoped sometime to walk 
clear around and reach the city from the other side, the 
same as Columbus had planned. But here was a town in 
her way, and there might be telephones and people looking 
out for her—she had learned these things through experience. 

She heard an automobile coming and she crept behind 
a clump of wild currant to let it pass and give herself time 
to think what should be done about the town in front of her. 
Chunk, chunk, chunk, slower and slower came the machine 
and it stopped almost directly in front of the wild currant. 
Hannah’s heart beat loud, so loud she thought it must be 
heard by the occupants of the car, for the woman speaking 
was the matron—how well the child knew that voice! The 
man beside her was the gentleman who had been walking in 
the playground two hours before. 

Both laughed as the car came to a standstill, and the 
gentleman began to apologize. ‘‘I’m awfully sorry, Mrs. 
Matland, but I’m afraid you'll have to wait here alone until 
I get to the town and have some one bring out gasoline. It 
was carelessness, not to be excused, but I thought we'd 
reach this burg anyway!” 

“It doesn’t make any difference to me, Mr. Bennet, 
only the inconvenience to yourself of having to walk. My 
errands are not important and you can take me back as soon 
as you get gasoline if you're in a hurry to get to the city; my 
shopping here can wait.” 

They were still talking and planning and all might 
have gone well if a most unexpected thing had not happened. 
A small green snake crawled out from the currant bush and 
right over Hannah’s little brown hand. Before she could 
pause to think her shrill little scream had betrayed her pres- 
ence, and in less time than it takes to tell Mrs. Matland was 
out of the machine and had the child by the shoulder, trying 
to shake an explanation from the small bit of humanity 
within her grasp, as if any explanation were necessary. 

Mr. Bennet looked on, astonished at the matron’s 
change of personality, so quickly did she change from the 
mild, pleasant, motherly woman to the hard, stern judge of 
little souls quaking beneath her power. Mrs. Matland, for 


the moment seemed to have forgotten her companion, for she 
continued to shake Hannah and gloat over her recapture and 
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the unsuccessful attempt to run away, at the same time 
threatening her with every punishment within her imagina- 
tion. Mr. Bennet was amazed and astonished. Mrs. Mat- 
land caught the expression on his face and immediately she 
remembered her place and began to excuse her actions with 
a full and detailed account of Hannah’s wrong doings since 
the time she first came from the city. In the midst of her 
account Hannah’s nerves gave way and to save her life she 
could not keep back the burning words that flooded her 
mind, and she did not want to keep them back. She turned 
to Mrs. Matland and in plain, unvarnished words painted 
that good woman’s character and actions just as her childish 
mind had seen them. She poured forth every vile and hateful 
thought she had ever had against the matron, told her what 
she had done and what she hadn’t done, how she was hated 
and despised and what Hannah would like to do to her, and 
with her. It seemed as if the girl would never stop, and both 
the man and woman stood still in shocked amazement and 
listened, too horrified at the child’s unclean, uncouth lan- 
gauge as it was learned straight from the city streets and 
delivered from the shoulder without hesitation or embarrass- 
ment or even deep thought. That a child, and a girl at that, 
could have picked up so much and so strong a language and 
used it in this way, and with such a truth and vigor, aston- 
ished the man and shamed the woman. 

The matron at length tried to stop it, to regain her 
hold upon the small shoulder where she could shake the 
words silent, but Hannah was worked up to the pitch of 
madness and she would have bitten and scratched and fought 
like an animal rather than be stopped before she was ready. 
The matron looked at the man for help, but he no longer 
listening to the child, seemed lost in thought. Presently he 
interrupted Hannah and his quiet, even tones had an effect 
upon her that no scolding matron or attendant had ever had. 
He seemed to have forgotten there had been a scene and 
that a very, very naughty child was standing before him, 
ready to fight, ready to die, but not ready to yield one inch 
of her independence or liberty. Her voice grew faint and 
ceased as Mr. Bennet said to Mrs. Matland: 

“Mrs. Matland, please do not scold the child any 
more; keep her as quiet as her overstrung nerves will allow. 
I’m going into town here for some gasoline, then I'l] take you 
back to the home unless your errands are necessary; and I 
want to take this child home with me—at least for a while.” 

“But Mr. Bennet!” protested the matron, “‘you can 
never manage her in the world! She is one of the very worst 
cases I ever came across. She’s entirely without conscience 
and I really think she is unbalanced in the way of wicked- 
ness. She hasn’t a friend among all the children and at- 
tendants, and she has to be watched constantly. It will 
never do for you to take her; she'll only repay your kindness 
by betraying it.” 

“I’m not thinking of taking her for her good qualities, 
or her angelic temperament—I think I’ve had a fair sample 
of both,”” said Mr. Bennet, with a slight smile that enraged 
Hannah, at the same time making her feel ashamed of her 
outbreak, something she would not have done by any words 
of the matron. “‘I’m going to take her home to my wife 
and son. I think she can do as much for them as they can 
for her.” 

“Mr. Bennet, it will never do. I beg you to consider 
what she is like and what you are risking by taking such a 
child into your home, even as a servant.”” 

“T have no intention of taking her as a servant. I 
want her to make a visit as a guest, and then we will dis- 
cover later what can be done about it. I have quite made up 
my mind about it, and as president of the Board of manage- 
ment I think I have the authority to take her with me without 
farther formality. I have my own reasons for wanting her.” 

Now his own reasons were entirely independent from 


the ones Mrs. Matland imagined, for she had every reason . 


to believe the child was to be questioned as to some of her 
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wild statements concerning the management of the home. 
The matron did not wish to lose her position through the 
knowledge of this bad girl, neither did the matron dare to 
oppose the president of the Board. 

“Very well; of course you will do as you wish but I 
advise you against taking the child, and I advise you to con- 
sider your wife and son.” 

“T’ve thought of all these things and I thank you for 
your advice, but I shall do as I have said.” 

And he did, for an hour later Mrs. Matland was again 
at the orphanage, and Hannah, sullen, defiant, disappointed 
and revengeful, was being driven in a car to Mr. Bennet’s 
home where a delicate, dainty, refined woman was reading 
fairy tales to a still more delicate, dainty and refined boy of 
ten, whose golden curls hung over his shoulders and whose 
wide lace collar over a velvet coat made him look more like 
a little girl than a boy who might have been leader of the 
foot-ball gang. (To be continued.) 


WILLIE’S EASTER 


[I have just found this little story written by Royal when ten 
years old, and thought it might find a place in our Easter number.— 
Royal's Mother.} 

Willie woke on Easter morning quite early. He ran 
about trying to find rabbits’ nests, for he had heard his father 
and mother say that rabbits laid Easter eggs and hid the 
nests, and as he found a nest he said, “This little nest is 
good; aren’t these pretty eggs?”” Then he ran to his mother, 
saying, ‘Mamma, mamma, what shall I do with these eggs?” 
And his mamma said, “You can eat them if you want to.” 

The day after Easter Willie saw a white rabbit hop- 
ping around and he said, “Oh, dear rabbit; you laid me so 
may pretty eggs this Easter; I thank you,” but the rabbit 
only ran into the barn and hid. Then Willie said, ‘Oh, 
that’s it, is it, you're going to lay some more eggs for me?” 
then Willie went into the barn and looked, but did not see 
anything but the rabbit hopping around. 

He hunted and hunted all over the barn but could find 
nothing. He went to his mother with a sad look on his face 
and said, ‘“The rabbit didn’t lay me any eggs today,” and 
that put him into the thought that rabbits didn’t lay eggs, 
and wise children think so till this day. 
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